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Walt Handorf knew he should be proud of his son. He told 
the men he played rummy with on Monday nights he was 
proud of his son; he told his wife, he even told the boy, 
himself, on rare occasions. 
But Walt also knew that when Keith came out of that 
school door with grade-A papers in his pocket and every kid in 
school hanging all over him, it wouldn't be pride he'd be 
feeling. It would be something else. Something Walt was 
ashamed to label. Christ, he was ashamed to think about it, 
much less label it. 
It was the same sort of feeling he'd had when he, himself, 
was a boy in high school. The kind of insane jealousy he felt 
when he looked at the kids who came from nice white clap-
board houses with picket fences and daisies in the front lawn, 
and who were popular because they had time for student 
council and debate team, and who you knew would be going 
on to college because their parents had enough money to pay 
for it. Kids like Keith. Thanks to him. He should be proud of 
that, too. His son had everything he'd always wanted to have, 
was everything he'd always wanted to be. 
But, sometimes, when Keith talked about what he wanted 
to study in college, or when Keith was with all his friends, or 
when Keith won a track meet, Walt would get that same sort 
of feeling and almost begrudge him the triumph. But, then 
Walt would quickly bury the feeling and cover it up with other 
things. 
"Hi there, son." 
"Oh, hi Dad. Bye you guys; see you later," Keith said, 
getting into his father's pickup. 
"Bye," called a group of six or seven other teenage boys as 
the truck shifted into first and started rolling down the street. 
"I hope we can come up with a hired man pretty soon. I 
sure hate to miss track," Keith said, twisting around to look 
after his friends. 
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"Yeah, well I'm going to stop at the paper now and put 
another ad in. Asked around but nobody knew of no one," his 
father said. 
"Anyone," Keith said automatically. 
"Huh? Oh, OK, anyone" his father said, biting off the 
word and spitting it out with a wad of tobacco. 
They rode in silence to the newspaper office, the tall lithe 
boy and the man, just as tall but heavier, with a body at once 
hardened by work and softened by age. Walt slipped a 
sideways glance at his son. The work on the farm was doing 
him some good, he thought. Putting some meat on his bones. 
The truck stuttered to a halt in front of the newspaper. 
"Ya wanna come in?" Walt asked when Keith made no 
move to put his books down. Keith silently got out and 
followed his father into the building. 
"I want to put an ad in," Walt said to a tight-lipped 
woman behind the front desk. She gestured him to the next 
desk without looking up. 
Walt repeated his request and the clerk handed him a 
form to fill out. Walt took a pencil and began to laboriously 
fill in the form. He hesitated a few moments, worrying the 
pencil between his fingers. "How do you spell responsible?" he 
muttered to Keith in a low voice. He hated having to ask. 
Keith patiently spelled out the word for him. 
Walt handed the clerk back the form. "Ten dollars to run 
the week," the clerk said. Walt pulled his wallet out of the 
faded pocket of his jeans and carefully withdrew a single bill. 
Together they left the building and started home. Lifeless, 
grey concrete gave way to rolling hills of upturned earth as 
they left the town. Walt drew the spring air deep into his 
lungs. He always felt easier leaving the city. The city and its 
people were as foreign and uncomfortable to him as a new suit 
of clothes. He had spent his whole life on the outskirts of it, 
wrenching a living from the earth surrounding it. Always on 
the outside looking in. 
As a boy he had often climbed the hill near the farm and 
gazed longingly over acres of sleeping land toward its bright 
lights and high buildings. As a man he felt alienated from it, 
its crowds and its concrete making him uncomfortably aware 
of what he had become, of what he had failed to become. 
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He looked over at his son. The boy was uninterestedly 
playing with his watch. Did he know where the money for that 
watch had come from? Did he know why he had it? It was an 
unreasonable thought. Completely unbidden. 
"Do you remember what I told you needed to be done?" 
Walt asked, staring straight ahead. 
"Yeah," Keith said, "you want me to finish plowing the 
south forty and feed the hogs by nightfall." 
"You can hose 'em down, too. Do it behind the barn." 
"Dad," Keith ventured, "I've got my college entrance 
exams next week and if we don't find a man by then Mom said 
you could maybe get Lyle to help you out for a few days until 
they're over." 
"Your uncle's got enough to do." 
"But Dad, it's really important I do well on these tests. 
Mrs. Vansyckle said I could probably get a scholarship from 
them." 
"What's really important is getting the crops in, and a 
scholarship isn't going to mean shit if they're not." 
Keith didn't say anything, but his shoulders sagged and he 
shrugged further down in the seat. Walt was sorry he'd said it. 
After all, the crops were his worry, not his son's, but he 
couldn't help feeling a little resentful at the fact. They drove 
the rest of the way in silence. 
"Hi Mom, I'm home," Keith called, swinging through the 
door and up the stairs to change clothes and start his work. 
The woman watched her son run by. She was a capable 
woman. This was her second marriage and she worked hard at 
it, managing the paper work and the finances for her 
husband. 
"That 's the third time this week he's had to miss his track 
practice, Walt. You think we'll get a man soon?" 
"I don't know. I put another ad in the paper," Walt said, 
dropping his hat on the kitchen table and pouring himself a 
cup of coffee. "Meanwhile, I'm going to need him all 
weekend. The rain's coming and the crops have to be in before 
it gets here." 
"That means he'll have to miss his meet. Oh, Walt, he'll be 
heartbroken." 
"Damn it, I can't help it. I've been working sunup to sunset 
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and I can't do it myself." His wife irritated him. There was 
nothing he could do. 
"Just a minute," Walt barked at his son as Keith came 
back downstairs and started out the door. "You can help me 
load the seed into the pickup first." 
They went out together and the wife/mother watched 
them go. 
The man shouldered two bags of seed and hauled them out 
to the truck from the barn. The boy followed him, one bag 
gripped tightly in both hands, his knees helping to push the 
weight in front of him as he walked. 
"You carry that thing like a girl. Shoulder it," ordered 
Walt. Keith took a breath and tried to heave the bag higher. 
Sweat popped out on his forehead and the muscles stood out 
rigidly in his arms, but he couldn't do it. 
Walt shook his head and went back into the barn for two 
more bags. Secretly he was pleased. The boy could stand to 
learn some respect for his father. 
It was later that night, when Keith had finished his work 
and showered and was upstairs starting his homework when 
Walt said as much to his wife: "This way he'll damn well learn 
to respect the reason he's going to that college." 
"Walt, I know you've made sacrifices. We both have, but 
he needs to do well on these tests to get in. He can't be working 
'til he's exhausted at night and then get up in the morning to 
take them. He's got to have time to study." 
They were sitting at the kitchen table having coffee and 
going over the financial books. The books were a source of 
tension in themselves. Walt didn't understand them and his 
wife's tolerant explanations only served to heighten his im-
patience with himself. 
"OK, I'll try and get him out of the fields early," Walt said 
grudgingly. "But if he's as smart as he's supposed to be he 
doesn't need to study." 
"I just hope we can get a man," his wife sighed. "This is his 
last year in high school and he shouldn't have to work so hard. 
He deserves a little fun." 
"Fun, hell. I never knew the meaning of the word when I 
was his age." Walter was about to expound on this when the 
phone rang. 
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"Hello," Walt answered it. 
"I'm calling about the ad you had in the paper last week," 
a man's voice said. Walt listened for a moment and then took 
the phone into the other room. Walt's wife watched the spirals 
in the cord stretch taut and wondered idly what her husband 
could possibly be saying that he didn't want her to hear. 
"Who was it?" she asked when he came back to hang up the 
phone. 
"It was Lyle," her husband said. "He wanted to borrow the 
planter tomorrow." 
Walt stayed up long after his wife and son were in bed, 
looking over his moonlit fields and wondering why he had lied. 
He stared hard at the land, searching it as if the answer lay out 
there hidden beneath the black dirt. 
Land was indeed gold these days and would continue to be 
worth more and more in the future. He would have a lot of 
money when he decided to retire and sell the farm. That much 
he understood from his wife's books. But what could he do 
with the money, what good was it to him? His wife was looking 
forward to traveling, but he could only dread his awkwardness 
in other places, other cities. He knew nothing but farming. He 
was a slave to that black dirt as surely as if he had been 
manacled to it by chains and fetters. Keith, at least, would 
benefit from its profits. He scowled out at his livelihood, 
hating it. 
Two weeks later Walt still didn't have a hired man. He 
came in from the fields late one night stumbling from 
exhaustion. He had cut himself working on his machinery in 
the dark and dried blood encrusted the makeshift bandage he 
wore around his hand. His wife sat him down and wordlessly 
began to dress it. 
"Did Keith get the field finished?" he asked his wife. 
She shook her head. 
"Well, why in the hell not? He had plenty of time. Where's 
he at?" 
"He's out in the barn, I think," his wife said, pressing 
gauze so tightly against the wound that Walt cried out. 
"Walt, he didn't do well enough on his exams. He won't 
make the admissions cut and he's just sick about it. Don't 
worry him about the field." 
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"Well it's not my fault. The fields had to be planted," Walt 
said, rankled at the accusing tone in his wife's voice. 
"/know," she said, "Go out and tell him that." 
Walt wasn't sure he wanted to talk to his son, but he left 
the house under his wife's gaze and made his way through the 
darkness to the barn. Turning on the lights, he saw Keith idly 
throwing pebbles against the wall. 
"Your mom told me what happened. I'm sorry," Walt 
said. 
"I'll bet you are —you and your god damn farm." 
"Don't talk to your father that way. You wouldn't have had 
a chance at that college if it weren't for me and this farm. Just 
remember that." 
Keith said nothing. Walt felt guilty but he stifled the 
emotion. Sacrifices had to be made. 
"Sacrifices have to be made, Keith. I'm proud of you, 
proud you could see that. You'll get into another college." 
"A week ago they kicked me off the track team. Did you 
know that?" Keith said bitterly. "They said if I couldn't 
sacrifice the time to make the practices I couldn't run." 
Walt shifted his weight uncomfortably. "The crops had to 
go in." 
Keith took no notice. "Now I've sacrificed my college for 
this god damn farm and I'm sick of it. Leave me alone, I don't 
want to hear about your fucking sacrificing." 
Walt turned and walked slowly back to the house. His 
hand ached and the bandage was coming loose but he didn't 
stop to reapply it. He was thinking about what his son had said 
and how he could have said much the same thing as a boy. He 
had sacrificed his life for the farm. Now his son was doing the 
same thing and it occurred to him that maybe that was what 
he had wanted all along. He turned around, looking past the 
barn to the rolling fields beyond. 
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